The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Now the King drinkes to come beginnc. TVmfieit ; 

And you the lodges beare a wary eye. tkwhik. 

Hunt, Come on fir. 

Lder. Come ray Lord. 

Udm. One. 

Lm. No. 

Btm. ludgcraent. 

OHnek^. A hir, a very palpable hir. Drum, trunks ^nd(htt. 

Ix<y. Wcll,againe. _ Florijh, afcm ^ocio§. 

King. StayjgiuemcdrinkcjH<w/frthispearleistbinc. 

Hceres to thy health : giuc him the cup. 

mm. Ileplaythisboutfirft,fetitbyawhile 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

hie)-. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Ourfonnefhallwinne. 

Qmc. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Hcere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 

The Qiieene carowfes to thy fortune Bmlet. 

Btm. Good Madam. 

King. Go'/rWdoenotdrinke. 

Qftee. I will my Lord, I pray yon pardon me. 

'King. It is the poyfnedcup.it is too late. 
mm. 1 dare not drinkeyet Madam, by and by. 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord , 1 Ic hit him now. 

King. Idoenotthink’r. 

Lter. Aadyetitisalntoftagainfimyconfcicnce. 

Him. Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally. 

I pray you paffc with your beft violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo, come on. 

Oi?r. Nothing neither way. _ 

IrfO*. Haueaiyounow. 

Part them . they arc incenfl:. 

K</«. Nay come againc. 

OHr. Loc^etotheQuecnetherC’howe. 

Z*>v«. They bleed on both fidcs, how is it my Lord ? 

Ofhr. How id Laertes? 

Laer. Why as a woodcock to mineownc fprindge 
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lam iuflly kild with mine owne treachery. 

Um. How dooes the Qiieene i 
King. Shcefoundstofeethembleed. 

Quee. No, no, the drink e, the drinkc, d my deare Hamlet, 

The dticke the drinke, lam poyfned. 

Btm. O villanie, how let the doorc be lock’t, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Lae)-. It is heere Hamlet, thou art flaine, 

No medcin in the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is noihalfc an hourcs life, 

The treacherous inftrument is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d, the foule praftife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loe heere I lie 
Nener to rife againe, thy motlrer’s poyfned, 
lean no more, the King, theKings too blame. 

Bm. The point inuenom’d to,then venome to thy worke. 
kAU. Treafon, treafon. 

King. Oyetdefendmcfriends,IambuthHrt. 

Btm. Heare thou mceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere f 
Tollow my mother. 

Laer. He is iuftly ferued , it is a poyfon temperd by himfelfe. 
Exchange forgiueneffe with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not vppon thee. 

Nor thine on me. 

Him. H eauen make thee free of it, I follow thee ' 

I am dead Horatio, wretched Qyeenc adiew. 

You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes, or audience to this'aft. 

Had I but time, as this fell fergeant Death 
Is drift in his arreft, 6 1 could tell you. 

But let it be j Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liueft, report me and my caufc a rights 
Tothevnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuerbelieueit} 

1 am more an anticke Romainethen aDane, 

Heerc’syct fomc litjuer left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Giueme the cup, let goe, by heauen He hate. 




